Poetry for Boys.

" Huntsman, rest! thy chase is done.

While our slumbrous spells assail ye.
Dream not, with the rising,sun,

Bugles here shall sonnd reveille.
Sleep! the deer is in his den;

Sleep ! thy hounds are "by thee lying j
Sleep! nor dream in yonder glen,

How thy gallant steed lay dying.
Huntsman, rest! thy chase is done,
Think not of the rising sun,
For at dawning to assail ye,
Here no bugles sound reveille."

SIB W. SCOTT.

TO-DAY.

So here'hath been dawning

Another blue Day;'
Think wilt thon let it

Slip useless away.

Out of Eternity

This new Day is born;
Into Eternity,
1   At night, will return.

Behold it aforetime

1 No eye ever did;
So soon it for ever

From all eyes is hid.

Here hath been dawning

Another blue Day;
Think wilt tkon let it

Slip useless away.
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